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at the team toiling under a noontide sun, over
the parched and arid fallow in the distance.
This, then^was my first lesson of experience;
and on reflection, perhaps many of us will agree
that, after all the vaunted troubles and anxieties
incident to manhood, few surpass in intensity
and hopelessness the sad separation from home
for a detested school; it is real and wringing
anguish, though, fortunately, like flayed eels,
we eventually become inured to it
I now went through, for three years at a pri-
vate school, the usual routine of punishment |
and bullying preparatory for Eton; and as these
were of the ordinary kind, I will at once omit
this epoch of my life, and commence with my
debut at that great capital of England's schools*
It may not be out of place to give here a slight
and rapid sketch of the scene to which these
immediate pages are coniined, as well as of
other matters connected with it
Every one knows where Windsor is, and that
Eton was separated from it by the Thames,
until united by Windsor Bridge. But, with
regard to the latter town, there may be some
confusion, for it is divided into Eton, and Eton
proper. This last will hereafter be distinguished
as " College/' and is situated about half a mile
from the bridge, to which it is connected by the
town.
" College," I think, may be said to compre-
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